To that question there is only one reply The stone
descnbes a straight line in relation to the tram, and a
parabola in relation to the embankment'
A hand opened the door, and a lantern appeared in
the opening 'Get out,' said somebody One by one the
travellers approached the threshold, hesitated, and then,
as though they were lured by the void, jumped down on to
the platform It was a long platform, running alongside
a low building, and it was damp, though it had not rained
all day
It was already autumn, but a particulai kind of autumn,
made up of mildew, insomnia, and solitude, an autumn
which had nothing in common with those fruitful, peace-
ful months called September and October, an autumn
such as was only to be found at three o'clock in the
morning, in a station lost in the wilds, under the sickly
light of lamps whose flames flickered in the gusts of
wind Soldieis with fixed bayonets stood motionless on
the platform
Ungern was still silent Abram saw that his eyes, under
their thin, shrivelled lids, had gone almost white, with
just two black dots in them Then his lips started quiver-
ing His jaws contracted as though he felt suffocated
Abram wanted to warn his coimadc, but Sermon's
short-sightedness isolated him with his systems of co-
ordinates
'Bolshevik I' shouted Ungcrn. 'Did you learn all that
at Tomsk? Who taught you that? Who taught you that
fine theory of yours?'
'Einstein,* said Sermon, gently 'A German scientist
His name is Einstein And I'm not a Bolshevik '
'Einstein? A Jew, eh? What's your own name? Where
are your papers? Who sent you**'
The cell rang with the Baron's shouts A reddish blur
danced before Scmion's eyes He iclt quite indiflercnt
He had said good-bye to mathematics Never, never